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CHAPTER VII.

[Dontinned. )

E looked ahead tentatively
to ses if the track on which
he must jump Wwas clear,
and the great eys of an
engine stabbed him In the
tace, as it bore down upon him., The
next instant it swept by, itsa hot
hreath fanning his chesk, and he
drew back shuddering tnvoluntarily.
it was of no use. He could not jump
hera. v
e had walked ctose spough to the
bridegroom In the station to be al-
most surs that mustache and those
heavy evabrows were faise: and yet
¥e oould not make it out. How could
it be p ls that & man who Was
golng to married In & gTeat church
full of fasblonable people would &
dars to flirt with chaace as to ace
copt an lovitation to & dinnss whers
be might not be able to get away for
bours?

He would stick to the train for &
little yet, inansmuch as there seamed
.m0 safe way of gelting off at pressnt.
Having declded so much he gave one
glance toward the twinkling lights
of the city burrying paat, and, getting
up, sauntered Into the train, keeplng
a weather ays out for :h. ?Mu:.m.

L] . L] .

Gordon had never held anything 0
precious, so sweet and beautiful and

i1 looking \n his arms.
(orgetting his own need of qu:l-!
and vbscurity, he Iald her pn“;
nack upon the couch oy
rushed from the stateroom out In
1he alzle of the sleeper. The oa:;
durtor was just makiog his m.ll:lh
wud he nurried to him with & w
i+ »  lust before he Iﬂmlll:l.l!
torn off the ?erln.l.«d‘t,:v"ul:.lu goates,

v iche d fa
it 7 rere 'a doctor on board, oF
hiae yOU ANy restoratives? mn;-
a lady"t—— e hesl and the
cator oiled freshly into I‘l'll anxious

+.  *That la—my wife.
11 Gordon turned back
g ';';1:12::&:-1 man entered the

face to face, faes
ht at that moment td no
:‘Itl:l'l“.ll'ﬂl' his mind was at rest about

his pursuer As soon AS the train
started. > 8
Not so with the pursuer, however,

een little ayes took in the white,
:{nl:I:un face, the smear of sticking
plaster about the mouth and eyes
brows. and instantly knew his man.
His instinets had not falled him after

llll
ut out a palr of brawny fista
' hnc.ltpeh at him. but a lurch of tt:o
train and Gordon's swift stride out-
urposed him, and by the time the
ﬁm. man had righted his footing
Gordon was disappearing into Ih‘:
-atateroom, and the con uctor ufl!.tl
apother man was in the alsle behin
Iting to paas,
"30"; nfuﬂwhun had hurried back
from his appeal to the conductor and
stood looking helplessly down at the
te girl an 'ﬂ? =l:. there so white
peemingly olens.
"*.. conductor hurried in presently,
followed by a grave elderly man with
a professional alr, He touched & prac-
finger to the limp wrist, looked
'g:‘llly into the face, and then, uhlndg
s little bottle from a case he carried,

called for a glass,
ured between the
The Hamie W throat reluctant-

closed I} the white
] lﬂdlgtod it, the evelids presently
fmund. a long breath that was
scarcely more than & slgh hovered be-
tween the lips, and then the biue syes
openad. '&

soked ahout, Lewildersd: look-
Ilzhl:u}:ut at Gordon, then closad her
eyea wearlly, as If she wished thoy
had not brought her back, and lay

m’i'lho physiclan adminiatered another
diaught, and erdered the porter to
make up the berth immediately. Jhen
with skilful hands and strong armsa
hé Iald the young girl in upon the
plllows and made her comforiable,
Gordon meanwhile standing awk-
wardly by with averted eyes and
ubled mien. He would have lked
?;ohelp. but he did not know how.

The kindly physiclan, the assid-
gous portsr, and the brusque hut
good-hearted conductor went away
at last, and Gordon was left with his
precious charge, who to all appear-
ances wns sleeping quietly.

He locked the door, mo that no ons
should disturb the slesper, and went
slowly Into the little private dressing
room, For a full minute after he
reached It he stood looking Into the
mirror befors him, looking at his own
wolled face, and wondering If
he, Cyril Gordon, heretofora honored
and self-respecting, had really dons
in the last twelve hours nll the thinks
which he was crediting himself with
aaving done!

Mu'r s minute he rlll'lM{:'!n nn;:::

& dirty. o wanhe

:::i !grr{=°=|f'=ha adhesive plaster
away, and then, not aatisfied with the
ult, he brought his shaving thinga
am his suit case and shaved, Bome.
oW ha felt more like himsell after
%ia tollst was compléted, and he
~ nped hack Indo the darkened draw-
# g room and stretched himself wear-

fly an the eouch, which, according to
.&i‘ctlonm was not made up, but

\

weary,
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merely furnlsbed with plllows and a
blankst.

The night esettled into the nol
quist of an sxpress train, and eac
revolution of the wheels, as they
whirled thelr way Chicagoward, re-
solved (tself Into the old refrain,
“Don't let anything hinder you!l Don't
lst anything hinder you!"

He certainly was not taking the
most direct routs from New York to
Washington, though It might sventu-
ally prove that the longest way round
was the shortest way home, on Ae-
count of its comparative oLy,

The duped Holman eombination
would stop at nothi when they
discovered his theft of the paper. As

for the frantlc bridegroom, Gordon
dreaded the thought of meeting him.
It must be put off at any hazard
until the measage was safe with his
chief; then, if he had to answer with
his iife for carrylng off another
m lmbrhh. u?d“: ntu.lmt feel

oty to -
wa‘n:lnndon 2 b

ant he ylelded to the drowsin

that was stealing over him—just %
& moment, he thought, and the wheels
bummed on thelr monotonous song:

“Don‘t let anything hinder! Don't
let  anything——! Don"
Don't!  Hin-Geroreppin @ 00—

CHAPTER VIII.

HE man slept, and the traln
rushed on. The night
wanead,

The slesping girl behind

the thick green curtains

stirred and became consclous, as In

many days past, of her beavy burden

of sorrow, Always at first waking

the realization of it sat upon her as

though it would crush the life from
ber body.

What had bappened? Whers was
everybody? Cautlously she lifted her
head and, drawing back a eorner of
the curtain, peered out.

Gordon lay quietly on the ecouch,
one hand under his cheek against
the pillow, the other across his breast
as if to guard something, He was
in the still sleep of the overwsaried.
He scarcely semod to be breathing.

Cella dropped the curtaln and put
ber hand to her throamt. It startled
ber to find him #o0 near and so atill.

The long straln of weariness, and
the monotony of the onrushing train,
lulled ber balf Into unconsclousneas

again, and theman on the couch slum-
bered on. He came to himself sud-
denly, with all bis senses on the alert,

as the thumping noise and motion of
the train ceaned, and a sudden silonce
of open country succeeded, broken
now and again by distant oncoming

and recedi voices. He caught the
frugment of & sentence from msome
train official:

“It's & half-hour late, and maybe
more. We'll just have to lie, that's
all. Here, you, Jim, take this flag
and run up to the switoh"——

The volce tralled into the distance,
ended by the metallic note of & ham-
mer doing something mysterious to
the underpinning of the car.

Gordon sat up suddenly, his hand
yeot acrosa his breast, where his first
waking thought had been to feel If
the little pencil-case were safe,

Qlancing stealthily toward the cure
tains of the berth, and perceiving no
motion, he concluded that the gir!
atill slept.

Softly ha slipped his feet into his
shoes, gave one or two other touches
to his tollet, and stood up, looking
toward the curtalns, He wanted to
go out and se¢ where they were atop-
ping, but dared he go without know-
ing that she was all right?

ftly, reverently, he stooped and
brought his foce close to the opening
in the curtninm, Cella feit his eyes
upon her. Her own were closed, and
by a superhuman effort she con-
trolled her breanthing, slowly, gently
a8 it ahe wero asleep,

He looked for a long moment,
thrilled by the dellcate beauty of her
eleeping face, filled with an Intoxicat-
ing joy to mee that her lips were no
jonger white; then, turning reverent-
Iy away, he unlocked the door and
stepped forth,

The other ocoupants of the ear
were still wrapped in slumber, Loud
anores of various kinds and qualities
teatified to that,

Gordon closed the door of the coms-
partment noisclosaly and went down
the aislo to the end of the car,

A door was open, and he could hear
volces outalde. The conductor stood
talking with two hrakemen. He heard
the worda: “Three-quartera of an
hour at least,"” and then tha men
wnlked off toward the engine.

(ordon looked acroms the country,
and for the first time slnce ho started
on his journey let himself remember
that It was springtime.

And here was the chameces he craved
to allp away from the train hefore it
reached n place whers he could he
discovered. If he had but thought to
bring his sult-case! He could slip
hack now without belng noticed and
ot {t! He could even go without it!

ut—=he could not leave her that way
—could he? Ought he? Perhaps he
oughl——

The traln stood at the top of a high
embankment of cinders, below which
was a smooth country road running
parallel to the rallrond for soma dis-
tance till It moet anather road at right
anglea to It, which streiched away
between thrifty meadow-lands to a
nestling village,

How ensy It would ha to slida down
that embankment, and walk out that
rond over the bridge to the village,
whare of course a convesance of
gomea sort could bhe hired to bear him
tn annther rallroad town and thencs
to—Pittshurgh, perhups, where he
could easily get a traln to Washing-
ton. - How easy If only he were not

d by some invisible hands to care
for*the sweet sleeper Inslda the ecar!
And yet, for her saka as well as his
own, ho must do something, and that
right speadily.

Khe had sprung from her berth the
Instant he closed the door upon her,
and fastened the little cateh to bar
him out. Bhe had dashed cold water
into her face, fastensd her garments
hurriedly, and tossed the glory of
her halr Into place with a few
tourhes and what hairpins sha enuld
find on the floor. Then putting on

il &
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Then he turned, and a smile of de-
light and welcome lit up his face.
In spite of herself, she could not keep
an anawering smile from glimmering
faintly in her own.

“What! You up and out here?™ he
sald, ing olaser to the stap.
“How are you feeling this morning?
Better, I'm » or you would not

be here so early.
“Oh, 1 bhad to out to the alr,”
she sald. “I couldn't stand the car

another minute, [ wish we could
walk the rest of the way."

“Do you? he sald, with a quick
surprised appreciation in his volce.
“l was just wishing something like
that myself. Do you see that beautl-
ful stralght rond down there? I waas
longing to alide down this bank and
walk over to that little village for
breakfast. Then we could t an
auto, perhaps, or a carriage, to take
us on to another train. If you badn't
been so il last night, T might have
proposed It."

“Could we?" she amked, earnestly.
*1 should like it so much;" and there
wns sagerness in her volce, "What &
lovely morning!™

Her eyes were wistful, like the eyes
of those who weep and wonder why
they may not laugh, since sunshine is
atill yellow, .

“Of course we could” he sald, *“f
you were only able'

“Oh, I'm able enough. I should
much rather do that than go back into
that stuffy car. But wouldn't they
think It awfuly queer of us to run
away from a train this way 7

“They necdn’t know anything about
1t.” he declared, like a boy playing
truant. "Il slip back in the car and
get our sult-cases. Is there anything
of yours 1 might be In danger of leav-
ing behind?

*No, I put everything In my sult-
cane hefors 1 came out,” she sald M=t
lesaly, as though she had already lost
her desire to go. "

“I'm afrald you are not able,” he
pald, pavsing solicitously as he scalnd
the stops,

Ehe :ru surprised at his interest in
her welfare,

“Why, of course I am.," she rmald
tnsistently, *“1 have often takon
longer walks than that looks to be,
and 1 shall feel much better for being

out. 1 ﬂml{ feel ns If 1 couldn't
stand 1t any longer in there”™
“Good! Then, we'll try 1t!"

He hurrled in fo: the baggage and
1eft her standing on the cinder road-
bed beside the train looking off at
the opening morning.

—

CHAPTER IX.

I' was just at that instant
that the thick-set man in
his berth not ten feet away
hecame broadly eonsclous
of the unwonted stilinean

of the train and the cesaation of mo-
tlon that had flulled him to much
sound repose,

A moft elloking of the lateh set him
to listening and his bristly shocked
head waa atuck Instantly out hetween
the curtains into the alale, eyes to-
ward t1 stntaroom door, just in tims
to mee that o man was stealing quiet-
ly down the passageway out of the
end door, carrying two sult-cases and
an umbrelln, It waa his man. He
was sure ipatantly, and his mind
grew frantic with the thought. Al-
moat he had outdone himaelf through
foollah aleep.

Ho balf sprang from his berth,
then remembered that he was but
partly dressed, and Jerked back
quickly to grab his clathes, stopping
in the operation of putting them on
to yank up his window shade with
an impatient click and fatten his
facn against the window pane! But

hefors he wan dressed the train start-
od. His chance aremed gone,
Gordon had made his way back to
the girl's alde without meeting any
porters or wakeful fellow-passengers,
But a distant rumbling greeted his
esars. The walte for expreas was

coming. If they were to get away it
must be done at once or their flight
would be discovered, and perhaps
even prevented. It certainly was bet-
ter not to hm it known where they

Buffalo, in
would not easily be followed. He
had no idea that the evil eye of his
pursuer was even then upon him.

Cella was already on the ground,
lookl oft toward the little wvillage
wistfully. Just how it was to make her
lot any brighter to get out of the
train and run away to a st Ht-
tle village she did not quite explain to
herself, but It seemed to be a relief
to her pant-up feelings. She was balf
afrald that George might ralse some
pew objection when he returned.

Gordon swung himself down en the
cinder b, scanning the track either
way. he conductor and brakemen
weres not in sight. Far in the dis-
tance a black speck was rushing down
upon them. Gordon could hear the
vibration of the rall of the second
track, upon which he pinced his foot
a8 he helped Celin across. In & mo-
ment more the train would pass. It
was important that they should be
down the embankment, out of sight.
Would the delicate girl not be afrald of
tha steep Incline?

Bhe hesitated for just an instant at
the top, for it was very stesp. Then,
looking up ai. him, she saw that he
expected her to go down with him. She
gave a little frightened gasp, et her
lpn, and started,

He held hor as well aa be could
with two sultcases and an umbrella
clutehed In his other hand, and fin-
ally, as the grade grew atoeper, he
let go the baggage altogether and
it slid briskly down by itself, while
he devoted himaelf to steadying the
girl'sa now Inevitable and swift de-
scent,

It certainly was not an ldeal way os
travelling, this new atyle of “gravity
road, but it landed them without de~
lay, though much shaken and
scratched, and diveated of overy vea-
tige of dignity. It was impossible not
to laugh, and Cella’'s volce ra out
merrily, showing that she had not
always wept and lvoked morrowtul,

“Are you much hurt? asked Gordon
anxiously, holding her hands and
looking down at her tendeny.

Before she could reply, the express
train roared above them, drowning
their volces and laughter; and when
it was past they saw thelr own train
take up Its Interrupted way grume-
blingly and rapidly move off. If the
passengers on thoss two trains had
not been deeply wrapped in slumber,
they might have been surprised to seo
two fashlonably attired young per-
sons, with hats awry and clasped
hands, llﬂlhlw in & country road at
§ o'clock of & May morning. But only
one was awake, and by the time the
two in the road below remembered to
look up :.ud dti:te no:ilco. the traine
were rapidly ppearing.

They went gaily down the road, the
girl's pale chesks beginning to flush
with the morning and the axercise,
Bhe was not naturally delicate, and
her faint the night hofors had been
tt & result of o aeries of heavy atralne

on & heart burdensd with terrible
fedr. The morning and his kindosas
had made her forget for the time
that ahe was supposed to be walking
Into & world of dread and sacrifice,
Down by the brook they paused to
rost, under & weeping willow, whose
«tinged plumes wers dabbling In
the brook. Gordon arranged the sult-
cases for her to ait upon, then
elln.::‘lown to .:n.br:ofnm.t and
t a great bunch of forget-me-
gﬂ. bius as ber eyes, and brought
them to her.
looked at Ih.-‘l:.'-.?l?.r.u:o
' -
e g L A
o L] 's
T 033 (RO e S
oataly the tips of her fingers, as
it wers too et for earth;
thea them In the breast of

her gown.

'1\:{ exactly match your syes!”
bhe exciaimed involuntarily, and then
wished be had mot spoken, for she
fiushed and paled under his glance,
until he feit he had been unduly bold.

Her heart had thrilled strangely as
spoke, and she was vaxed with her-
A man who
her for

mon
marry him had no right to a thriil
heart nor & look from her syes,
ever o tor the moment.
“Are you offended at what I sald?"
asked earpestly, “l1 am sorry it
you did not like It. The words sald
themselves without my stopping to
think whether you might pot like it
‘Will you forgive maT"

pEer

od now."” Hbe felt If she stayed there
another moment she would yleld to
spell he had cast ugon her.
With a dull thud of consclousnses
the man got himself to his feet and
reminded himself that this was an-
man's promised wife to whom
he had been letting hia soul go out.

“Don't let anything hlndar_. you!
Pon't let anything hinder youl”™ sud-
denly babbled out the little brook,
and he gathered up his suit cases and
started on. -

“[ am golng to carry my t case,
declared n very decided volce behind
him, and a small hand seized hold of
its handle,

“1 your pardon, you are mot!”
du-.lnm Gordon In a much more de.
termined volce.

“But they are too heavy for you—
both of them—and the umbrella too,
she protested. "Give me the um-
brella then.”

But he would not give her even the
umbrella, rejoicing in his satrength
to shield her and bear her burdens.
As she walked beeide hlin, ahe re-
membered vividly a morning when
George Hayne had mada her carry
two heavy baskets, that his hands
might ba free to shoot birds, Could
this be the same George Hayne?

One lon at t. maple-lined
atroet, running el to the stream,
comprised the village.

“Hed a runaway?' asked one of a

£ ra.
"%ﬁ.onoﬁanﬁunm Gordon pleas-
antly. “We didn't travel with

horses."

“Hed a puncture, then,” announced
the village wiseacre, shifting trom one
foot to the other.

“Wal, you coma the wrong direction
to git help,” sald another languld lis-
tener. ‘“T'hur ain't no garridge here.
The feller what uset to keep It skipped
out with SBam Galt's wife a month
ago. You'd ought to 'a’ turned back
to Ashville. They got a l“‘{t‘ black-
smith there can tinker ye up.

“Is that so?" sald Gordon Interest-
edly, ""Well now that's too bad, hgt

haps as it can't be helpad we'll
ve to forget it. What's the next
town on ahead and how far?"

“Sugar Grove's two mile further on,
and Milton's five, They've xot A gar-
ridge and : rest'rant to Militon, but
that's only sence the rallroad bulit a
junction there."

“Has any one hers a conveyance I
could hire to take us to Milton?"* quens-
tioned Gordon, looking anxiously
about the indolant group.

“] wouldn’'t want to drive to Mliiton
for lesa'n five dollars,’” declared a 'azy
youth after a suitable pause,

“Very well” nsaid Gordon. “How
soon can you be ready, and what
port of a rig have you? WIill it be
comfortable for the lady?™

The youth eyed the graceful
woman In her dainty city dress scorn-
fully. Hin own counlry lass was
dreased far prettlier to his mind; but
the eyes of her, so blue, like the lit-
tle weed-flowers at her breast, went

to his head. His tongue was sud- .

denly tied.

“It's all right! It's as good's you'll
uet!” volunteered a sullen-faced man
half sitting on & sugar barrel He was
of a type who proferred (o ses fash-
lonable Iadies uncomfortable,

The youth departed for his “team"
and after some Iinquiries Gordon found
that he might be able to persuade the
owner of the tiny whits colonial cot
across the street to prepare s “snack"”
for himself and his companlon, =so
they went across the street and walt-
ed fifteen minutes In & dark lttle
halr-cloth parlor sdorned In funeral
wreaths and knit tidies, for a deliclous
breakfast of poached eggm, coffee,
home-mads bread, butter llke roses,
and a comb of amber honey, To each
the experience was a new one, and
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When you
difficult and cost
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reading for six cents a week.
i
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by the foremost living authors.

o out of town for the summer you may find it Is
fy to provide yourself with the right sort of reading

Why send to the city for novels at $1,25 or $1.50 each or buy
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they enjoyed It together like two chil-

dren, letting their eyes » volumes
of commaents In the ml of the oid
Indy's volubility. Unconsclously by

their experiences they were belng
blr:ulht into sympathy with each
other.

The "rig” when It arrived at the
door driven by the biushing youth
proved to be & high spriog-wagon
with two scats. Ia the nt one the
youth lounged without a thought of
assisting  his passengens. rdoa
awung the baggage up, and then
lifted the girl into the back seat, him-
self taking the place beside her, and
planting & firm hand and arm behind
the backless seat, that ahe might feel
more secure.

That ride, with his arm behind her,
was just one more link In the
chain of sympathy that was being
welded about these two, Thus like
children on a picnle, they passed
through rove and oame to
the town Milton, and thers they
bade their driver good-by, rewarding
bim with a five-dollar bill. He drove
home with a vislon of smiles fn for-
get-me-not eyes, and & marked in-
abllity to tell anything about his
wonderful passengers who had filled
the littls village with aws and
amasement, and had given no clne to
any one as to who or what they were.

CHAPTER X.

UT to xo back to the pursuer,
in his berth, bafMed and
frantio and raging. With
hands that fumbled because
of their very eagerneas, he

sought to get into his garments and
find hia shosa from the meles of blan-
keta and other articles in the berth, all
the time keeping one eye out of the
window, for hs must not let his prey
get away from him now,

When the traln stopped for a moe
ment At & watar tank a few miles ba-
yond be got off and hastily made his
way back to the spot where Gordon
and Cella had debarked, In due time
he reached the villages whare they had
breakfaated. Thers aftar long delay
he hired & rig and late io the day got
to Milton.

All this tima Cella and Gordon
were touring Milton, serenely un-
consclous of danger naar.

Investigation disclossd the fact
that there was a traln for Pitts-
burgh about three In ths afternocon.
Gordon sent & code telegram to his
chief, assuriny him of the safety of
ths messange, and of his own inten-
tlon to procead to Washington an
fast as steam could carry him, Then
he took the girl to & restaurant,
where they mounted two high stools,
and partook with an unusually rave-
nous appotite of nearly everything on
the menu—corn soup, roast beaf,
baked trout, stewed tomatoes, cold
slaw, custard, apple and mince plas,
with a cup of good country coffee
and real cream—all for twenty-five
cents aplece,

It waa a very merry meal. Cella
folt somehow ws If for the time all
memory of the past had been taken
from ber, and she ware free to think
and act bupplly In the presont, with-
oul any great problems to solve or
decislons to make., Just two young
people off having a good time, they
were, at least until that afternoon
train came,

After thelr dinner thay took a short
willk to & tiny park whers two white
ducks disported themmselvés on »
seven-by-nine pond, spunned by =
rustic bridge whers lovers had cut
their Initials. Gordon took out his
knife and Idly cut ', H. In the rough
burk of the upper rall, while his com-
panion sat on the littis board seat
and watched him, She was ponder-
Ing on the fuct that he had cut her
Initials, and not his own. It would
have been like the George of old to
cut his own and never once think of
hers. And hoe had put but one H,
Probably he thought of her now as
Celin Hayne, without the Hathaway,
or else ha was so used to writing
her name Celia Hathaway that he
wns not thinking at all.

Thown letters! How they haunted
her and viouded every bright expes
rience thut she fain would have
granped and held for a little hour,

They wera silent now, whila he
worked and she thougbt. lHe had
finished the €. H., and was culting
another C, but instead of making
another H, he carofully carved out
the letter (3. What was that for?

¢, G.7 Who was C. (1.7 Oh, how
stupld! deorge, of course. He bad
siarted n C by mistake, But he did
not add the exppoted H, Tustead he
snuppecd his knife sbhut, laid his hand
over 1he carving and leansd over
the ruil,

She moved her hand on the rall to
lean further over, and hor soft Angers
touched his hand for & moment. She

would net draw them away qulekly,
lest nhe hurt him; why, she did not
know, but sha could not—would not—

hurt him, Not now! The two handa
lay mide by side for & full minute, and
the touch to Goardon was as if & roses
lenf had kinsed his soul,

Then n sharp whistle sounded, and

a farmer's boy with a now rake and
n sack of corn on his shoulder eame
siuntering briskly down the road to

the bridee, Instantly they drew
apart, and Celin felt that she had
biwwen on the verge of disloyalty to her
true solf

They walked sllently back to the
Atation, each bLusy with his own

thaousghta, each connclons of that one
moment when the other had come no
near.

CHAPTER X1.

JIIERE wera = lot of psople
at the station. They had
bean to a family gathering
of some mort from thelr re-
marks, and they talked
loudly and much, so that the two
stood apart—=for the seats were all oo-
cupled—and had no opportunity for
eonversiation, save a qulet smiling
comment now and then upon the
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chatter about them, or the ofd re-
marks they heard

By the time they wore seated in the
train Cella was fressing in her attl-
tude, and poor Gordon sat

Z

beside her and trisd to think what e
had done to offend her. It was mot
his fault that ber hand had laln near
his on the rall. Bhe had put It there
herseif. Perbaps she expected him
to put hia over i, to show her that
he cared as a bridegrooms should care
—as be 414 oare, in reality, it be only
had the right. And perbape she was
hurt that be had stood scolly and sald
or dops mothlog. But he could met
help It

Much te Gordon's rellef, the train
carried & parior car, and It happensd

on this partioular day to be
desarted aave for a deaf old man with
a forild ocomplexion and & pgold
knobbed cane who slumbered audibly
at the turther and from the two chalre
Gordon selected.

As they neared the outskirte of
Pittsburgh he leaned softly forward
and touchsd her coatl slesve to atiract
bar attention.

“Have | offended—burt—you In any
way? he saked gently. Bhe turned
toward him, and her eyes were brim-
ming full 3¢ tears.

“No/ she said, and ber lips were
trembling. “No, you have bean—
most—kind—but—but [ cannot for-
got those letters!™ Bhe ended with
& #s0b and put up ber handkeroblef
quickly to stifie IL

“Letters™ he asked helplesaly.
“What lotters?™

“The letters you wrote me. All the
lettera of the last five montha |
eannot forget them. [ can never for-
get them! How eould you think I
could ™

“Latters!" he repeated stupldly, and
thon added with perplexsd tons:
“"Would you mind telllng me just
wha:_.u was In the letters that hurt
you
“:P. turned syes of astonishment on

“How can you askT she sald ale
most bitterly. *“'You surely must
know how terrible they were to mel
You could not be the man you have
ssomed to be to-day If you did not
know what you were doing to me in
making all thoss terrible threats.
You must know bow ecrusl they

i trouble ﬁ;

“l am afrald 1 don't
he sald earncstly, the
moat apparent In his eyes; “would
you mind belng a lit.'s more ax-
plicit?  Would you mind telling me
exuctly what you think I wrote you
that sounded like a threat?"

“l cannot understand bow you oam
ask such a questivn, since It has been
the copstant subject of discussion In
all our letters!” ahe replied, sitting up
with anperity and drying her tears,
She was on the verge of growing an«
gry with him for his petty, wilful mis-
understanding of words whose mean-
ln:l -‘l’u r-:ku |h. nl:ual r’nnwl well.

“I do ask It," he sald quietly, “and,
belleave my, + 'rve a good -zu“ in
doing m0."

Bhe looked at him In prise. It
was lmpossible 1o be with those
kindly eyes, uven though he did per-
wint in & wilful stupldity.

"Well, then, since you wish It stated
once more, I will tell yow” ahe de-
clared, the tears welling agaln into
her eyss. “You first demanded that I
marry you—demanded—without any
pretense whatever of caring for me—
with o hidden threat in your demand
that if 1 did not you would bring some
dire calumity upon me by means that
were already In your power,

"You took me for aame foolish
little girl whom you had delighted to
teaws for years before you went
abroad to live, And when I refused
you you told me that you could mot
only take away from my mother sl
the property which she had Inherited
from hoer brother, by moans of a will
made just before my uncle's deat

and unknown except to his lawyer a
you; but that you could and would
blacken my dear dead father's name
and honor and show tha: cvery cent
that belonged to mother and Jefferson
and mysell wan stolen property.

“When | challengod you lo prove
any such thing aguinst my honored
father, you went still further and
threatened to bring out & terrible
story and prove It with witnesses
who would sawear to anything you
sald, You knew my father's white
Iife, you as much as owned your
churges were false, and yot you darsd
to send me a letter from & vile orea-
ture who pretended that she was his
firnt wife, and who sald she could
prove that he had spent much of his
time In her company.

“You knew the whole thing was a
falsehood, but you dared to threaten
to make this known through the
newnpapers If I did not marry you.
You realized that 1 knew that, even
though few people and no friends
would belleve such & thing of my
father, such & report In the papers—
false though It was—would crush my
mother to death. You knew that I
would glve my life to save her, and
so you had me Ip your power, as you
have me now,.

"You have alwnys wanted me In
your power, just hecauss you love to
torture, and now you have me, But
you cannot make me forget what you
have done. I have given my life but
1 cannot give any more, If It s not
ratisfactory you will have to do your
worat."

Khe dropped her face Into the littls
wet handkerchlef, and Gordon eat
with white, drawn countenance and
clenched hands, He was fairly trembe.
ling with Indignation toward the
villain who had thus dared impons
upon this delleate flower of womans
hood. He longed to search the world
over for the false bridegroom; and,
finding, xlve him his just dues,

And what should he do or say?
DPared he tell her at onesn who he was
and trust to her kind heart to for.
glve his terrible blunder and keep
hin mecrot till the measage was nafely
delivered? Dared he” Had he any
right? No, the secret was not his to
divulge elther for hls own benefit or

i

sat watohl hm
through the tears whila he

the utrn fush steal Inte
88 the ¥ lllwolam'..mnm

'@ anger burning in them.
wid s somstbing 18 a
n
ceuld not uuomu ..
“What slee could I think? It
m‘ signature,” she answered ¥,
“The letter vile,” he sald, “apd
:I;!m‘ wb&oultu.
esarves Uimost that t
auowr f|or llell oflences. WII:.”"I.I'
permission [ shall make 1t buai-
Deds to ses that he gets Il-"-'
meant™ she sald,
yourself? You ullow:n -uu'wa-, that
T ot deny thert | over
“I» t 1 wrote it, or
I'::.I.'I. ummmuu:'-m

mors (346 Balf scavinesi.

lln LY

“it'u nags Tookte ©ndvritiagr

gt T So R 2% 4
chll'...'uh n.lll.r.l.l ﬂllm.:
neath th.nlm on the euvelope,

The two writings a wl
unlike as the letter
dressed In an almost

and’ b

Even a child could see at &
that the two were not writlen
same hand—and yet of course,
might have been practised
purposs of deception. This
i :ah"t: dhl e ?Iflﬂ'

even as he held It / ut to

Bhe looked slope u"ﬁ‘.
eysa and back to the letter,
“é kn:.ﬂ"llll m‘ to think,

ut befors sither of them had time

another word the oconduotor,
porter, anu several people from
car bahind came bhurriedly
and they realised that while
talked the traln had come to &
amid the blasing slectrio lights
m%cll: lu:lﬂm

" W' sal startied, “we
A O L

n Pitts call
'nn‘llihln[ ' '!tlc. - -

“Yan, yelled the porter, -
ting his head around the nm-:l
the passageway. “You bettab m.
sah, foh dis traln goes on to
cinnatl pretty quick. Wae's late git-
o

elther of them had not a
In rough clothes with a mu.ﬁ
and hands In his pockets who had
boarded the train a few milea back
and walked through the car
times eyeing them heenly. He
his head in at the door now furtl
.Im:lld"' back quickly again out et
slght,

Gordon burriedly gathered
baggage and they went out .c% &
car, the porter rushing back as
reached the door, to masist them
Ket a last tip, was no
tunity to say anything more, as
mingled with the crowd, uatil the
porter landed their bagmage |3
Krent station and hurried back te
(o s ook vnobirsrly B
ollowad and » uno
"33 :!hml' ked d =

rdon loo own at the whi

drawn face of the girl and his hu.tl."!
waes touched with com lon for
her trouble. He must make her some
satlafactory explanation at once that
would set her heart at rest, but be
ootld not do It here, for every seat
about them was filled with nolsy,
chattering folk. He stooped and
whispe low and tenderly:

“Don’'t worry, little girl!  Just iry
to trust ma and I will explain It all

“Can you explain 11?7 she asked
anxiously, as If catching at & rope
thrown out te save her life,

“Peorfectly,” he sald, “if you will be
patient and trust ms. But was oan-
not talk here. Just wait In this seat
until I ses If I can get the statervom
on the sleeper.'

Heo loft her with his courteous bow,
and she sat watchl! his tall, fAne
figurs as he threaded his way amonx
the crowds to the Pullman window,
her heart fllled with mingiing emo-
tions. In spite of her reason a tiny
bit of hope for the future was spring-
ing up in her heart and without her
own will she found herself inclinad to
trust him,

At Isast It was all ahe could do at
present.

(To Be Continued.)
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